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Summary: Astrid let him go. She let Hiccup charge to the rescue of 
his beloved dragon. She let him go. In every sense. So, what happens 
when he comes back? 


1. Sides 

Everything had gone so awry. It all happened so quickly, it was 
almost like a big blur. Screams, shouts, nearly being killed by a 
Monstrous Nightmare, and now he was being held back by the girl he'd 
had a crush on since he could tell the difference between 
genders . 

But he took no notice of this. All he could see was _his_ dragon, his 
_best_ _friend_, being tackled and subdued by the villagers, his 
supposed " family ". That was simply not acceptable. By any means. 

" Let me go, Astrid." Hiccup murmured. And she knew that even if she 
refused, it wouldn't matter. She knew that tone. It was as strong and 
firm as any steel. If he inherited one thing from his people, it was 
stubbornness. Astrid saw his eyes. They matched his voice. The 
normal, bright, glittering emerald was hard, cold, like when he told 
her that he wouldn't divulge the Nest's location so he could protect 
Toothless. He'd made up his mind, and although Astrid had no idea 
what he was going to do, she had to trust that it was the right 
decision. Even though the last time she did that led to this. 

So she let him go. 

And he'd smiled at her, and charged toward the struggle between his 
best friend and his family. 


But he knew which side he was on. And in that moment, he realizes 
he's known all along. 



2 . Not a Viking 


Hiccup tugged at his father's arm, the arm that was determined to 
harm, kill, his dragon. 

It was a fruitless effort, really, his minimal strength was nothing 
compared to his father's mountain-crushing power. 

Stoick shoved him back with a shout of, " Get away. Hiccup! You'll 
get yourself killed!" 

But the skinny teen was back again. This time he'd slipped in front 
of the burly chief, spreading his arms out, blocking Toothless. 

" I told you not to hurt him." Hiccup said. 

He didn't raise his voice, but it was strong, it held an emotion 
Stoick couldn't quite place. Love? No it couldn't be. 

But he _did_ beg him not to hurt the Night Fury, just moments before. 
There was something in Hiccup's eyes. It was a glimmer of something 
that Stoick hadn't seen since Valhallarama died. Complete and total 
trust, blind faith, and... So it was love. 

But not the kind of love Stoick felt for Val, it was brotherly love, 
a familial sort of thing. For a dragon. That wasn't right. 

Where was the Hiccup who wanted nothing more than to destroy dragons? 
But that Hiccup was gone. Along with his loneliness. 

"What is wrong with you! Do-do you have a death wish! What are ya 
doin'?" Stoick demanded furiously. 

Hiccup didn't move. He squared his shoulders. Held his head up 
higher. " I am protecting my dragon." He said fiercely, arms still 
held out. " Protecting a dragon! That's the craziest thing I've ever 
heard! They're beasts, it's a beast. Hiccup, its a monster-" Hiccup 
shook his head, " No! They're not, he's not! He-he ' s my best friend." 
His face softened, became gentler as his eyes flicked to the Night 
Fury, who was now free of the villagers, who ' d backed away at 
Hiccup's interference. All the same, Stoick continued, "- 
coldblooded, ruthless, vicious, mindless killers!" 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. A familiar sarcastic expression made its way 
onto his face as the crossed his arms, shifted his weight onto one 
foot, and raised his thick eyebrows. " Oh, please. How hypocritical 
can you get?" He snorted. Stoick 's eyes widened, " How dare you 
disrespect me! And what are you jabberin' about? Hypocrit leal ? ! " 
Hiccup rolled his eyes again. " Didn't you hear yourself?", he puffed 
up his chest, and using his fake Scottish accent said, " They're 
monsters! They're coldblooded, ruthless, vicious, mindless 
killers!" 

Hiccup let his torso deflate and with an exasperated sigh yelled " 
You're just talking about yourself! You don't care about the fact 
that your killing, or how you've made murder a-a sport! You are just 
as much the problem as they are-" 

Stoick boiled. " They've killed hundreds of us!" He boomed. " And 
we've killed thousands of them!" Hiccup countered loudly, never 



backing down. 

Stoick boiled _over_. 

Sympathy for the enemy. Siding with the enemy. Loving the enemy. 

" Well then you've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking. 
You're not my son." He said coldly. 

An expression of shock flitted across Hiccup's face. His eyes 
widened, mouth went slack, arms hung limp at his side. Hurt, 
betrayal, surprise were present in his expression. 

Then it straightened. His form went rigid, and he stood tall. " 

You're right. I was never a viking." He turned on his heel, climbed 
onto Toothless, and looked the chief in the eye. 

" And I'm a glad to say that I never will be. " he said, breaking 
Stoick' s strong, stiff facade. 

Then they were gone, the duo of boy and dragon shot into the 
sky . 

Their father-son relationship was probably the worst one to ever 
exist. But Stoick never thought it'd come this far, neither did 
Hiccup . 

Even so, they walked, or in one's case flew, away from this 
completely different. Stoick was regretful, cold, and alone. Because 
the second the words had left his mouth he wished they 
hadn ' t . 

Hiccup was exhilarated, free, and was with his best friend. He knew 
this was right. Because he'd meant every single word. 


3. Help Him 

Labored breaths heaved themselves from her mouth as her little, long 
legs carried her closer and closer to her destination. 

Her black cloak, which was hardly used but was worn tonight for 
camouflage, drug on the ground behind her, sweeping up little clouds 
of dirt. 

She was tired, worn from a battle that a mere child such as herself 
shouldn't have had to fight, but she'd insisted. She wanted to help, 
to finish it with them, and she had. She was a pirate, and she was 
one of the best to ever sail the seas, even at an age so young. And 
pirates such as her were very eager to fight. Yep, the tattoo on her 
upper bicep wasnt just for decoration, you know. It meant 
something . 

But she was getting off track, that happened a lot with 
her . 

Lethargy tugged naggingly at her eyelids, but she couldn't, not now. 
Because as much as she would love to go back to her ship, collapse 
onto her bed, and sleep for a week, she needed to help her friend. 
That was her priority. 



Of course, most eight year olds' priorities were nonexistent, but as 
aforementioned, she wasn't a typical child. 

" Come on," she whispered to an unseen companion. There was a 
reptilian growl in response. 


The darn Night Fury was just as stubborn as his rider. His _fatally. 
_injured_ rider. 

She sped up her pace. 

" Not much further now, see, there it is!" 


The smithy. 

Her tiny fist rapped on the door urgently. A few clangs and grunts 
sounded from behind it. " I'm cornin' !" A loud voice called. A large 
blonde-haired and bearded man swung open the door. He looked down 
upon her curiously. 


" Well, hello down thar ' . " The peg legged, one armed man said in a 
kindly sort of manner. " And who might ya be?" 


" That's not important," The young girl said rushingly. " Are ye 
Gobber the Belch?" She asked. 

" Aye, lass." He answered thickly, nodding. 

Relief flooded her small features. " Good." She breathed, it was sigh 
of reassurance, but she quickly hardened and looked up at Gobber 
bracingly . 

She tugged the hood of her cloak down, revealing a mop of messy black 
curls and an unfamiliar face. 


" Hiccup needs your help." 


4 . The Return 

Sometimes, Astrid felt like no time had passed at all. Like it hadn't 
been four years since a certain boy had shot into the sky on his 
Night Fury. Like four years hadn't changed awkward preteens into 
young adults. 

But of course, time marches on, as it always had and always 
would . 

That didn't quell the longing. 

She missed him. 

She missed his mop of copper brown hair and iridescent green 
eyes . 

She missed his freckles, and the way they dotted his face like stars 
did the sky. 

She missed the tiny gap in between his adorably crooked, slightly 



bucked front teeth and his nervousness. 


The way he stumbled over himself when she was around, the way he 
smiled, the way he flew through the sky without a care in the world 
and his bravery. 

Astrid missed Hiccup. 

No one knew this however, as she'd kept up the same glaring facade 
all these years. No one could know that she'd grown girly and sappy 
and weak, she couldn't even admit to herself. 

Besides. It wasn't as if it she spent all day hoping for him to come 
back. She'd always been a realist, call her blunt, but it was just 
sensible. Why would he come back? 

On the inside, it was different. Things had changed with her. She 
couldn't bring herself to fight dragons any longer. 

While she was still the most formidable warrior of her generation, 
she didn't want to kill innocent creatures anymore. She often 
inflicted a small amount of pain, a scratch or two, before 
inconspicuously setting them free. 

Dragon training had carried on after Hiccup left, even though, some 
months after said incident, the dragon raids had suddenly 
stopped . 

_That idiot. _Astrid thought. 

She knew that this was his doing. She knew. She didn't know how, but 
she knew it was him. 

_Stupid, brave idiot_. 

Suspiciously, Gobber had disappeared shortly before people realized 
the raids weren't coming anymore. He wasn't anywhere to be found on 
Berk . 

Of course, Gobber had come back a few days later, claiming uneasily 
that he'd just been visiting an old friend and shut himself in the 
smithy for a while. 

Astrid knew this had to do with Hiccup too. 

Stranger still, a few weeks after this, Gobber had gotten a message. 
He'd thrown it away, presumably after reading it, Astrid found it in 
his garbage, because she'd been snooping around. ( As most knew, 
normally she didn't care what people did, but this was Hiccup.) 

The letter had read, " _Gobber. Thank you for everything . 

And that was it. Astrid wondered what this meant, but of course 
Hiccup would send a message like that. So that no one would be able 
to tell who it was from or read much into if they saw it. Because he 
was just that clever. 

Astrid sighed as she approached the forest. A pang hit her chest, 
making her entire torso tighten and ache uncomfortably. He used to 
disappear here so often. It was like his hideout, she realized, his 



home away from home. 


Over the years, it became that way for her too. She'd slip away after 
meals, after her parents thought she was asleep, and come 
here . 

People noticed, of course, she was Astrid Hofferson; very popular, so 
she lied, saying that she was getting in extra practice, it was 
believable. Come on, she was the girl who carried around her battle 
axe just for the sake of it. 

But really, she came here because it reminded her of Hiccup. Hiccup 
had smelled like the forest, she remembered vividly, when he took her 
flying. How in his element he looked then. So comfortable and 
belonging . 

Great, just peachy. Now she was remembering every tiny detail of him, 
like the way his emerald eyes sparkled just so, and the way his 
floppy hair blew up in the wind and-wait ! Stop it! 

" Astrid?" A cool voice inquired. 

The blond shieldmaiden jumped, her hands immediately seeking her axe 
and holding it out threateningly. 

" Astrid Hofferson?" The voice asked again. It seemed to come from up 
high. In the trees. 

" Who's there?" Astrid questioned loudly. 

There was a rustle of leaves, and a snap of a branch in reply. 

A girl was suddenly hanging upside-down from the limb of a tree 
directly in front of Astrid. 

" Ahoy, there." The girl greeted, grinning wickedly at the Viking's 
startled face and jumping down from the tree. 

" Who are you? How do you know me?" Astrid barked. 

" That's not important." The stranger said, brushing her hands 
together in a businesslike fashion. 

But Astrid thought it was quite important. A complete stranger knew 
her name. And this girl appeared to be a pirate. Pirates were 
dangerous . 

_No match for me, of course. _ She thought stubbornly. 

And although this was probably the youngest pirate alive, (the girl 
couldn't have been more than twelve), she definitely looked 
dangerous . 

Despite her pale complexion and rosy cheeks, the girl had a small yet 
prominent, slashing scar across her cheek, and a skinny yet muscular 
frame, clear signs of battle experience. 

She wore a white, long sleeved shirt, and over this, a tight, blood 
red leather vest that came to just above her hips, with gleaming 
buttons that closed it over her torso. 



Her maroon pants were cut off at the knee, leaving the ends tattered 
and frayed. She wore a wide, loose black belt with a large silver 
buckle around her waist, which seemed more an accessory than for 
actual function. The belt had a scabbard attachment, holding a long, 
int imidat ingly sharp and shiny sword. 

Her boots matched her belt, black leather with five little silver 
buckles each. 

Clothing aside, she just looked like a pirate. 

She had a mess of wild, untamed black curls that came half way down 
her neck, protruding from underneath the red handkerchief tied on top 
of her head. 

Her eyes were a beautiful amber, a solid and golden hue, that looked 
through Astrid's very soul. 

But the proud, slightly shifty smirk that the girl wore on her young, 
scarred face is what assured Astrid of the girl's pirate status. 

" Tell me who you are." Astrid demanded again, brandishing her axe at 
the pirate. 

" All in good time," the girl chuckled. " Meet me tomorrow mornin' at 
the docks, and bring the entire village with ya. Then I'll explain 
everything . " 

Astrid didn't even have time to reply as the girl whistled, a cloud 
of smoke covered her, and when it dispersed she was gone. 

The Viking girl was dazed, but nevertheless she was going to the 
docks tomorrow. 

As a cerain village screw-up had proved many times, curiosity was a 
curse . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>" I'm sorry. Chief, but this is important." Astrid apologized 
adamantly, as she led the way to the docks the next morning. " If you 
say so." Stoick replied. <p> 

The Hofferson girl was a no-nonsense person, surely if she was so 
convinced about this it was relevant. 

" You came." A voice said. The pirate girl was standing on the dock 
smirking at them. "Good," she grinned, showing off perfect teeth. The 
Viking crowd pulled out weapons of all sorts in a panicked manner. 

The girl only eyed them disapprovingly. 

" Guys!" She bellowed, though it was clearly not to them. " You can 
come out now!" Three people emerged from the shadows of the 
morning . 

The Vikings bristled. 

" Calm yerselves, " the pirate rolled her eyes. 



" Hello!" One of the people, a girl, said in a friendly manner. 

The people were all quite strange looking. The friendly one had to be 
about eighteen, she had straight, white-blonde hair that came to her 
waist, and a crown of flowers set on top of her head. She had tan 
skin, warm brown eyes, and a wide smile. She wore a pale blue dress 
that came to her ankles. Oddly she wore no shoes. 

Another of the strangers was a man, around twenty or so, with a 
rather sour look on his face. His reddish-yellow hair was long and 
pulled back into a low pony tail. His eyes were ice-blue and 
uninterested. He wore a long, dark magenta coat, a black tunic and 
pants, and large clunky boots. 

The last of the three was a boy, approximately fifteen. He had a 
round, boyish face, twinkling gray eyes framed by round spectacles, 
and spiky red hair. He wore an unhooded cloak, looking oddly like a 
cape, a blue tunic and baggy pants tucked into ankle high boots. 

" These are my friends." The pirate girl said, gesturing to them. 

" Who are you!" boomed Stoick fiercely. " Alright, alright, I was 
gettin' there!" The girl spat back, a look of pure loathing 
overcoming her face. " Just get on with it." The man in in the 
magenta coat snapped stonily, his voice low and hoarse sounding. 

The pirate girl rolled her eyes. " I'm in charge here." She hissed to 
him. " I can't see why!" Snorted the man, a touch of jealousy in his 
voice. " You're just a kid." He added sneeringly. " I am NOT a kid." 
The girl declared defiantly. 

She crossed her arms with a huff and looked back to the Vikings. " 
Anyway, this grump-" she jerked her finger in the stony man's 
direction, who gave an uncaring wave, "-is Jethro." 

Pointing at the blonde girl, who was gazing at the sky dreamily, the 
pirate said, "Flower chick over there is Nevra." The girl looked up 
at her name and wiggled her fingers at them merrily. 

The pirate pointed at the boy. " And nerd-bucket here, is Persian." 
The boy nodded at the Vikings, sparing a shy smile and pushing his 
glasses up his nose. 

" And I," the pirate said finally, drawing herself up to full height 
and planting her hands on her hips, " am Virid the Slippery, queen of 
the pirates . " 

The pride practically came off her in waves. 

" We are the Order of the Dragons." They said together. 

Five dragons appeared from nowhere. A Grapple Grounder went to 
Percian's side, a Changewing exposed itself to stand next to Virid, 
as well as the Smothering Smokebreath that landed on her shoulder, a 
Mood Dragon floated to Nevra, and a Timberjack swooped down to 
Jethro . 

" Now." Virid said briskly, stroking her Smokebreath, " We've come 
here to announce the arrival of our leader." The others nodded their 
heads emphatically. 



" Who is your leader?" Stoick asked uncertainly, putting a hand out 
to halt the close to rampaging villagers. 

" Oh, you'll see in a moment," said Nevra, her voice chipper, 
apparently unaware of the angry mob. " Yes, he tends to make quite an 
entrance." Jethro added, a flicker of a smile on his face. 

The screech of a Night Fury sounded overhead. 

Astrid nearly fell apart inside. 

" That'll be him now!" Percian said excitedly. 

All the Berkians nearly fell over in surprise and outrage. " It can't 
be." breathed the Chief. 


The dragon landed gracefully on the dock, 
his group. 

" Hiccup." Stoick whispered. 

" Hiccup." Astrid repeated, awed. 


" Hey, " the rider said to 


" Hiccup!" Virid squealed uncharacterist ically , running to the boy, 
who immediately enveloped her in a hug that lifted her off her 
feet . 


Hiccup set her down, not even looking at his old village. " I trust 
you did everything I asked." He said to the pirate, patting Toothless 
absentmindedly . " Yes sir." Virid nodded, straightening her vest 
dignifiedly. " I found the girl, and announced ourselves." 

Hiccup's eyes flicked to Astrid for the first time. " H-hi . " He said 
nervously . 


5. Deals and Anniversary Parties 

**_Here you are my lovelies, here is chapter five, and chapter six 
shall accompany it shortly. Onward my loyal httyd fellows, to the 
f anf ic_* * ! 

It was a lot to take in. 

Hiccup was back. 

And boy, had he changed. 

While Astrid was delighted to see his sparkling, exuberant green orbs 
and endearing freckles, he looked almost entirely different. 

His shoulders had broadened, and he was at least a foot taller. His 
hair was slightly shorter, and it seemed messier, more tousled in a 
rugged sort of way, and there was even a strand behind his ear that 
was braided. 

The boy was covered from head to toe in leather and metal. 

He wore sleek metal shoulder guards, the right one crested with a red 



skull design, a leather chest plate that had multiple interconnect ing 
buckles that ended in two straps with metal clasps in place of his 
old harness, leather gauntlets and- 

Oh dear gods . 

He was only wearing one boot . 

Because half of his left leg was missing. 

He had a freaking metal leg. What exactly happened? 

" Hiccup!" A voice said happily. 

Gobber emerged from the crowd, approaching the one-legged boy without 
a care in the world. 

" Gobber, it's a been a while," Hiccup smiled back at his old 
mentor . 

" How's tha ' leg?" The man asked, concern bleeding through his 
laughing voice. 

" It's alright, I made some tweaks." Hiccup said, a cheeky grin 
making its way onto his face. 

" An' Virid, " Gobber said, turning to the pirate girl, who beamed. 
"Ya've grown, lass! Las' time I saw ya, ya were jus' a wee little 
thing, " he chortled, patting her on the head. 

The entire village was at a loss for words at the familiarity between 
them . 

Virid clasped her hands behind her back and smiled impishly. 

" And yer even bigger and louder than I remember." She said, feigning 
innocence . 

" TouchA©, ya little devil." 

" Gobber!" Stoick boomed, outraged and taken aback all at once, " 

What is the meanin' o' this!" 

" I'm merely talkin' to some ol ' friends." Gobber answered 
shortly . 

He and Stoick had been on less than friendly terms since Hiccup had 
gone all those years ago. 

Hiccup looked at his ex-father apprehensively. 

This would either go really well or right down the drain. 

" So-" the teen began diplomatically, walking over to the burly 
man . 

" Wha ' are ya doin' back here, ya traitor?" Stoick asked coldly. 


The villagers shouted and jeered in agreement and curiosity. 



Hiccup took on a more blank expression. " Well, it so happens that 
this 'traitor', is here to save you _Vikings_' butts." He folded his 
arms, looking up at the chief defiantly. 

Astrid almost shivered at the way he spat out the word " Vikings". 

" We don't need anyone, especially the likes of you, to save us!" An 
obnoxious voice yelled from the crowd. 

None other than Snotlout Jorgenson emerged from the throng. 

" Oh, but you do, dear cousin." Hiccup drawled, looking boredly at 
the beefy boy. 

" And jus' what are ya savin' us from?" Stoick cut back in. 

" An enemy of mine," said Hiccup tonelessly. " He's bent on 
destroying me, and apparently to do that he's going to destroy 
everything and everyone I love." He put a protective hand on 
Toothless' head, an arm around Virid's shoulder, and Jethro, Nevra, 
and Perician came almost unconsciously closer to him, as if this 
"enemy" would pop up at any moment. 

" So why are ya here?" Stoick asked stonily. 

" Because, " Hiccup sighed, " He knows I grew up here, and I know 
he'll attack you." 

His eyes flicked to Astrid briefly, making her feel sort of important 
to him. 

" Ron is rather predictable." Nevra commented absently , revealing 
the villain's name, while braiding daisies into her hair. 

" Not as predictable as Jethro, " Persian chortled. 

" Shut it, four-eyes." Said man snapped. 

Percian's cheek reddened, but he continued, " C'mon, you know it's 
true, you always-" 

" I said shut it." 

" Guys, stop picking on him." Hiccup said fairly. 

" Thank you." Jethro said. 

" That's Virid's job." Hiccup added, smiling at exasperated look that 
graced the other man's face. 

" What's it to you if this _Kon_ attacks us?" Snotlout piped up, 
unwilling to be forgotten. 

" Yes, exactly, wha ' is it to ya? Ya threw yer lot in with the 
dragons! We can handle this 'enemy' ourselves." Stoick declared with 
an air of finality. 

The village roared in assent. 

" So, just go . " 



I can ' t . " 


Hiccup said. 


" Yes, ya can, " Stoick countered. 

" Rephrase; I won't." 

" But you will." 

" No, I'm really extra sure that I won't." 

" Deal?" 

" No-" 

" _Deal?!_" Stoick pressed. 

" No! No deal!" Hiccup fired adamantly, taking the chief aback. " I'm 
not a vengeful, hateful monster like some people." He glared up at 
Stoick. " I'm not just gonna let people die if I can avoid it." 

And with that, a deal was closed. Hiccup's deal. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>" C'mon, mates." Virid interrupted the boy and the chief's 
staring match. "We're goin' back to the ship to celebrate!" She 
declared enthusiast ically . <p> 

" Oh, right." Hiccup laughed, turning to his group. "Let's go!" 

" What ship?" Astrid asked, speaking for the first time. 

Hiccup's face shifted into a more familiar awkward grin. " That one." 
He pointed out at sea. 

A pirate ship floated out of the fog, hundreds of weird people 
aboard, adults and teens, waving enthusiastically and cheering. 

" Who are they?" Astrid asked, gesturing to the crowded ship. 

" More members of the Order." Hiccup smiled. 

" Hey, up there ye nitwit!" Virid shouted at a man steering the great 
boat. "Mind how yer handlin' my ship, if there's a single scratch on 
her, there'll be dozens on you!" 

" Aye, aye, Virid!" The man said in squirrelly manner, clearly 
frightened by the twelve year old. 

" Hiccup, how did you lose your leg?" Astrid asked bluntly. 

_She was never sensitive, _Hiccup thought fondly. 

" Well, ya see, " he began carefully, because he knew he was going to 
get punched for this. 

" Don't ask him!" Nevra bounced over, " He'll only tell you the 
modest version." She giggled. 



" Well, it wasn't that-" Hiccup tried, blushing red. 

" It was pretty darn heroic, man." said Jethro sagely. 

" And you did it all by yourself!" Percian laughed, adjusting his 
glasses . 

" No, you guys and Toothless-" 

" Hiccup, " Virid said stubbornly, pushing his shoulder in 
affectionate way, "You're a hero! And its about time ya started 
tellin' it like it is!" 

" Fine." Hiccup crossed his arms, annoyed, his blush making his 
freckles stand out further. " I lost it when Toothless and I killed 
the Red Death. Today's the anniversary of it's death, hence the 
celebration. " 

His voice was toneless, his face was blank, except for the subtle 
glare he sent in his friends' direction. 

Meanwhile, Astrid was too awed to speak. 

" Well, let's go!" Percian said brightly, " The party's starting 
without us ! " 

Hiccup visibly lightened. 

" No drinking contests, Perc!" He called after him, he and Toothless 
following . 

" Bet ya ten silver pieces he jumps overboard t 'night." Virid slyly 
said to Jethro, who gave a nod and a cocky smirk, " Well, I bet he 
jumps from the crow's nest," he wagered. " You're on!" said the 
pirate, skipping to the ship to sit with Hiccup. 

" That boy's a terrible drunk." commented Nevra, her tone airy. 

" Yes, he is, " Jethro replied. 

" But not worse than you." She added. 

" Hey, I am a terrific drunk!" He joked, (incredibly), smiling a 
little . 

Nevra whisked away to the ship, her dress moving gracefully with 
her . 

" I remember _you_ once jumped from the crow's nest, right into my 
arms." She said, serenely, yet almost slyly. 

" Wait, when did that happen!" Jethro ran to catch up with her. 

From the ship. Hiccup smiled widely, this was the fourth celebration 
of the "queen dragon's" riddance, and was sure to be the best one 
yet . 

Too bad he would be the only one sober enough to remember most of 
it . 



><p><strongXem>Yes , people, I mentioned drinking. I feel so bad. 
*dorky grin*<em>** 


6. Drunken Shanties 

**_Just a little chapter to feed your appetites and give you an 
insight into the Order's parties. _** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Music and laughter float out from the large pirate ship. Little 
flutes are played, the dancing rocks the entire boat; it seems to be 
a party of epic proportions. And it's been going on for hours. <p> 

" Snotlout, why are we here, again?" asked an annoyed Astrid. 

" Yeah, we should be sleeping, " Ruffnut growled sluggishly, leaning 
heavily on Tuffnut. 

" To see what fishbone's getting up to." Snotlout replied, peering 
over the side of the ship suspiciously. 

" I don't know about this." said Fishlegs nervously. His worries were 
left ignored. 

From their hiding place, they could see Hiccup smiling, laughing at 
someone's joke. 

Virid, who ' d previously been dancing, bounded up to his side, tugging 
on his arm with a cry of, " Hiccup, ya have to come dance!" 

Hiccup shook his head. " You know I'm not good at it," 

" If ya don't. I'll sing the song." Virid said, holding up a warning 
finger . 

Hiccup paled visibly, " You wouldn't." 

Virid crossed her arms, sticking out her chin challengingly , " Try 


Hiccup too crossed his arms, " I am not dancing." He proclaimed 
stubbornly . 

Virid smirked. " Then ya give me no choice." Hiccup groaned, slapping 
a hand to his forehead. 

The Viking gang exchanged looks confusedly. 

Virid broke into a run as she reached the crow's nest and climbed 
it . 

Once at the top she sang loudly, " Who's the bravest fellow I 
know? " 

The crowd of Order members grinned and laughed, clearly recognizing 
the song, replied in a shout, " Hiccup! Hiccup the Hero!" 



Said hero blushed profusely. 


" Who's the best rider in land?" Virid called out. 

" Hiccup! Hiccup the Hero!" 

" He's the best," Nevra sang. 

" He's got a really cool story," Jethro shouted. 

" In all of his one-footed glory!" giggled Percian, slopping his mug 
of mead down his front. 

" That's right!" Virid laughed. " He killed the Red Death-" 

" Slaughtered it!" A little girl yelled. 

" Oh yes, yo ho ho and a bottle o' rum!" Virid bellowed, holding out 
an expecting hand in Hiccup's direction. 

Hiccup, after sighing that he should've just danced, said loudly, " 
Yes, I defeated that dragon-eating scum. And with that, I know I've 
made you all see, that no one beats my Night Fury and me!" He threw 
an arm around Toothless, who roared in approval. 

" Hiccup the Hero!" The crowd chanted, " Hiccup the Hero! Hiccup the 
Hero ! " 

" Hiccup the Heroooo ! " Virid finished, swinging on rope from her 
perch, and landing bridal style in Hiccup's arms. 

The entire boat shook with hearty laughter. 

" That'll teach ya. " she cackled with a yawn. 

" You need to go to bed." chuckled Hiccup, shaking his head. 

And sure enough her head lolled onto his shoulder, her eyes closed 
peacefully . 

Percian, who was still singing under his breath, suddenly giggled 
madly and jumped over the side of the boat, plopping face down in the 
water, next to the Vikings, who hightailed it out of there. 

" Someone grab him, " Hiccup called, though the partygoers were 
already trudging back to their cabins. 

A few minutes later, Jethro was supporting the dripping wet fifteen 
year old. 

Nevra smiled. " I guess Virid wins the bet." 

" Again?" Hiccup asked, shifting the pirate in his arms. " That's the 
tenth one she's won this month." 

" Don't rub it in." whined Jethro, flicking a piece of Percian' s wet 
hair off his own face. 

" Ye owe me ten silver pieces," mumbled Virid blearily. 



><p><strong><em>Feel free to comment on how lame I am for including 
that silly (made up) song. <em>** 


7. Mottos and Prisoners 

Alvin the Treacherous stomped down a hallway, leading to a dark 
staircase. He trudged down the stairs, clutching a torch in his beefy 
hand . 

He stopped in front of a metal door, laughing cruelly under his 
breath . 

The Berserker loudly twisted a key into the lock, slamming open the 
door . 

The room was cold and dark, the walls of tarnished steel and floors 
of freezing granite. 

Trembling, petrified people sat all around the room. They were all 
restricted from movement somehow, either by ropes or shackles, 
trapping them there. 

_Prisoners_. 

They all gasped and some moved as close as they could to each other 
at the sight of him. 

" Look alive, maggots," chuckled Alvin uglily. 

Across the room, a racket was made. A girl with metal cuffs and 
chains on her wrists was jangling them, struggling deliberately with 
her bindings. She shook her arms violently, a defiant scowl on her 
firmly young face. 

The girl's hair was a tangled mess of strawberry blonde, her eyes 
were gray-blue, her cheeks were round, but so vacant of color that 
she was almost as white as a sheet. 

She appeared to be about six years old, with a bony, scraggly 
frame . 

The long, silk robes she wore slightly hung off of her, showing that 
she'd once been a healthy size, and it had various burns and tears. 
The color was faded, but one could tell that it had once been a 
handsome royal blue. 

" Quit yar rattlin' !" boomed Alvin. The girl only shook her arms 
harder, a smirk making its way onto her face. 

Alvin scowled, treading over noisily. He grabbed her wrists roughly 
and unlocked her cuffs. 

" The master wants te see ya, " he grumbled, dragging her out by the 
arm and locking the door behind her. 

The little girl's face was stony as she was pulled harshly up the 



stairs and down a hall to a looming door. 


Alvin shoved her in first so that she stumbled and fell on her knees. 
The girl rubbed the skinned area sourly, blinking back tears. 

The room was covered in dragon skins, hides covering the walls, and 
even the large, grand chair that's back faced the prisoner and the 
Berserker . 

In the corner, a silver, once great Monstrous Nightmare was chained 
by a collar to the wall. 

It was bruised and bloodied, and made no move to get up, only lying 
there pitifully, all hope lost. 

_Prisoners_. 

" I brought 'er, Ron, sir." Alvin said, bowing lowly. 

A voice from the chair sounded, it was full of smarmy 
cold-heartedness, "Thank you, Alvin. That will be all." 

Alvin was still bowing as he walked backwards from the room and shut 
the doors . 

" Oh, why so glum. Opal?" simpered Ron, standing up to look at the 
little girl. 

Opal furled her fists and averted her eyes from him. She'd perfected 
her brother's grumpy look, and now was the time to use it. 

" Hm, the silent treatment, eh? No greeting for your old 
friend? " 

Opal looked up sharply. " You're not my friend," her voice childishly 
wavering, but loud. 

" Ouch, that hurts." Ron rolled his eyes. " What d'you want?" The 
child crossed her arms. 

Ron laughed. It sent chills down the little girl's spine. 

" Oh, I want a few things; world domination, complete and 
unquestioned authority, but, " he paused as he leered at her, " To be 
specific? I want to destroy Hiccup." 

Opal's eyes widened. She stood up from her kneeling position, 
standing on her tiptoes to be as tall as possible. " Never. You'll 
never do it . " 

" Oh, I will," Ron said cheerfully. " And you're going to help 


Opal retreated a few steps, backing away slowly. " I won't. I'll 
never- " 

" You have to, you've no choice, " Ron drawled leisurely. 

" You can't make me!" The girl cried, as though refusing to do a 
trivial household chore. 



" Yes, I can." He corrected. " Have you forgotten who I am?" He 
chuckled . 

Opal's face became panicked. " Whatever it is you're having me do, it 
won't help! Y-you won't beat us!" 

Ron only shook his head condescendingly . " Come, now. Time to go." 

" Where?" Opal demanded as he grabbed her by the collar and drug her 
out of the room. 

" To pay a little visit to the Order. " He pulled her out of the dark 
castle and to the docks, and Opal cringed, not used to the brightness 
of the midday's sun. 

Ron's terrible black ship awaited, packed with an army of bandits and 
Berserkers . 

Opal grit her teeth and scowled as she was locked in an empty cabin. 

" You should count yourself lucky, " Ron said as he left the room, " 

At least you'll get to see your _precious_ brother again." He laughed 
darkly before locking the door. 

" I don't know what you're planning, Ron!" Opal shouted, banging a 
fist on the door, " But I do know that Hiccup and the Order will beat 
you! Faith and friendship will triumph over evil!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>On the Order's ship, a distraught Jethro stood alone, looking 
over the horizon, dawn just breaking. <p> 

" I'd wager ye miss 'er." Virid said quietly from behind him. 

" Another bet you'd win." sighed Jethro. 

" I know what that feels like." Virid persisted, now standing next to 
him. 

" I know." Jethro replied, his voice gentle for once. 

" My parents-" " Virid, you really don't have to try and make me feel 
better. I'm a grown man." 

" So?" The pirate looked at him appraisingly. " When I lost my 
parents to Ron, I didn't have anyone to try and help me feel better. 
And I was a mere four." She rubbed a finger over her scar. 

" That was before the Order. Before Hiccup." Jethro dismissed. 

" Exactly my point. Jeth, if ya don't get it out, it'll bottle up 
inside until sooner or later, it explodes." Virid told him firmly. " 
And when it explodes, it ain't gonna be pretty, I can assure ya of 
that . " 

Jethro regained his stony look. " Why ' d you even come out here? 
Pep-talks aren't your strong suit." 

Virid huffed. " Hiccup made me." She admitted. " Look, I know ya 



don't wanna talk about this to some 'little kid'," she glared at him 
for making her use the accursed nickname. " So, I'll leave ya by yer 
lonesome for now." 

Virid was already halfway across the deck when Jethro spoke. " She's 
alive." He said. "I can feel it." Virid smiled. " Me too. " " Faith 
and friendship will triumph over evil." Hiccup's disembodied voice 
sing-sung their motto from next to Virid. " You were watching us the 
whole time, weren't you?" Jethro laughed as Hiccup pulled off a cloak 
covered in Changewing scales and handed it Virid. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> Sad and dark, but with a bit of a lighthearted ending. 
<strong> 


8 . Spontaneity 

So. I've been pestered, and pleaded with, bugged and bargained with, 
and I have finally succumbed to... _The fluff_. A small amount but 
still . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Enough was enough. It had been at least a week. Hiccup had barely 
said a word to her.<p> 

Astrid marched purposefully across the dock, up to the Order's 
ship . 

It was time to talk. 

" Avast, there." A familiar voice commanded. 

Virid appeared with a flourish, one of her eyebrows raised, arms 
crossed . 

" How do you do that!" Astrid demanded exasperatedly . 

" That's not important," Virid said indifferently, (Astrid was 
beginning to hate that line.), " I'm askin' the questions 
here . " 

Astrid crossed her arms as well. " I want to see Hiccup." It was a 
statement, and her stormy blue eyes flashed determinedly. 

" Too bad," said the pirate lightly, " He jus' left, went to talk te 
yer chief, arrgh, " she added, rolling her golden eyes and spitting on 
the ground in dislike, " They're discussin' war tactics. We're 
expectin' Ron any day now, and Hie wants to be prepared." 

Astrid curled her lip at the nickname, " Why aren't you with him?" 

She put as much venom into the question as possible. 

Virid seemed very close to Hiccup. Too close. 

Virid shrugged. " I'm not really into plannin', I like te wing it," 
she grinned at her play on words, "Spontaneity, savvy?" 



Astrid frowned. " I guess." She answered coldly. 

Of course she knew. She was a Viking. They were the masters of not 
thinking . 

Virid smirked. " Ya don' like me." She said, tilting her 
handkerchief-covered head of black curls. 

" Nope," Astrid agreed. " How come?" Virid inquired. 

She sounded curious, that sly smirk still in place. 

Astrid glared, tired of the younger girl's owlish eyes piercing 
her . 

" Forget it. I'll just wait for Hiccup here." She made sure her voice 
had an edge of finality. Even so, Virid grabbed her hand and roughly 
dragged her on board. 

" Hey, hey! Get your hands off me!" Astrid shouted, jerking out of 
the pirate's grasp. 

She looked around, shaken and angry to see that they were in one of 
the ship's cabins. " Where are we?" 

Virid smiled, " My room." 

Astrid looked around bemusedly. 

There was threadbare hammock suspended from the ceiling that looked 
far too tattered and weak to hold anyone, but Astrid supposed Virid 
was such a lightweight it held. A wooden chest was pushed against the 
wall next to it, all sorts of gold, gems, and jewels spilling from 
it. In the corner, Virid' s Changewing and Smokebreath snoozed 
innocently . 

But there was something else that caught Astrid' s attention. 

On the hammock, there was a small box, wooden, emblazoned with a 
skull and the letters, _V. T. S. _ 

Virid followed her gaze, and her expression instantly became 
graver . 

She grabbed the little box, and clenched it so tightly, her knuckles 
turned stark white. 

" I am about to show you somethin'," Virid said, sitting on the floor 
cross-legged, " A very special secret." Her eyes hardened. " And if 
ya breathe even a word of it a single soul. I'll swear I'll hurt ya 
in ways that haven't even been invented yet." 

The threat was terrifyingly true. 

Astrid blamed sheer curiosity for making her say, " Alright." 

Virid pulled a silver key from the inside of her boot, and put it in 
the tiny keyhole, turning it with a click. 


Astrid felt anticipation fill her chest and she too sat and leant 



forward excitedly as Virid opened the lid slowly. 

The Viking had expected a treasure even greater than the ones 
spilling from the chest across the room, surely something more 
valuable than rubies or pearls by the way Virid was guarding 
it . 

What she didn't expect, was an assorted mess of papers and dull 
objects . 

" That's it?" Astrid questioned in disappointment. 

Virid' s head snapped up. 

Without a word, she pulled out a crinkled, folded old piece of paper, 
and thrust it under Astrid' s nose. 

The older girl snatched it just as rudely, unfolding it violently, 
and examining it . 

It was a portrait of two people. 

Virid and a strange man. 

Virid was much younger, she could only be four, her black curls 
longer than now but still untamed under a hanky, a wide beam 
plastered on her previously scarless face. 

But she was _different_. 

Not only the absence of the scar, but her expression. 

The artist captured it well, ruthless and malevolent, so unlike the 
current Virid, who seemed to at least have morals, have the ability 
to _feel_. 

No, the younger Virid was far more terrible, corrupted at such a 
young age . 

It was scary. 

But the man beside her was worse. His face was even more monstrous, 
twisted in evil, baring his perfect teeth at Astrid, his shiny 
silver-blonde hair fell to his waist. He couldn't be more than twenty 
in this portrait. 

" Who-" Astrid breathed. 

" Ron." Virid said, shame leaking through into her tone. 

" What!" Astrid shouted at the top of her voice. 

Virid hung her head. " I was his f-first mate, " she choked out, " He 
was all I ever had, taught me everythin' I know. I thought he cared 
about me . " 

But something told Astrid he didn't. 

" But I was wrong, " Virid confirmed, " 
parents . " 


H-he killed me 



Astrid inhaled sharply, _how could someone be so heartless? _She 
thought feeling a sudden wave of unfamiliar emotion. Pity. 

" I found out when I was six, he killed 'em and raised me as one o' 
his crew," Virid talked, not meeting Astrid' s eyes. " I fought him, 
and I beat him. Not before he gave me this ill' keepsake, though," 
she pointed to her scar bitterly. " We threw him overboard. We 
thought him dead. We were wrong." 

Virid took the paper back and threw it into the box angrily. 

" Two years later, we ran inte him, with a new ship and all. He had 
Hiccup and Toothless, long story, " 

Astrid gasped, unable to contain it. 

" I saved 'em, and took 'em both for prisoners." Virid admitted, it 
looked painful to say. 

Astrid swelled with rage, " You what-!" Virid glared. " Cork it. I 
ain ' t done yet . " 

" I regret it." She told her. " And I will for the rest o' my life. 
But in a way I'm glad I did." 

Astrid raised an eyebrow. 

Virid smiled fondly. " A little while later, we were raidin' a 
kingdom. Princess Nevra's-" 

" Princess?" 

" _Longer_ story, " Virid dismissed, " Anyhow, stuff happened, and 
Hiccup, " she inhaled deeply, " he saved my life." 

Virid took out a leather book. " This was his, he gave it te me," she 
held it out for Astrid, " Asked me te look through it and see if I 
could spot the change." 

The Viking took it with uncharacterist ically gentle fingers, as 
though handling an injured butterfly. 

She flipped through the pages, startled to see they were all filled 
with sketches of Virid. 

Virid just doing things. Walking, talking, even glaring and sword 
fighting in some. 

She was eight in all of them, clearly from the year she and Hiccup 
had met, and her scar looked too big, too _real_ on her much smaller 
face . 

Astrid noticed it. The change. 

As the pictures went on, Virid seemed to morph into something else, 
something better. 

Her eyes glimmered with something different than in the portrait with 
Ron . 



with life. With happiness. With goodness. Her smiles weren't 
sadistic, or evil, just snarky and rebellious and _sweet_ and utterly 
_Virid_. She was a better person than she had been. 

" I did see the change. _He_ changed me." Virid muttered. " He 
brought out somethin' in me I never knew I had." 

Astrid smiled without looking up, eyes on a sketch of Virid sitting 
up in her hammock with her head thrown back in a roar of laughter, 
childish innocence seeping out of the drawing, " He does 
that . " 

Virid gently took the book back, placing it in the box with 
care . 

Astrid felt sadness well in her chest, followed by jealousy. 

Hiccup had drawn a whole book full of this girl, this _infuriating 
little thief_ in front of her- 

" Here." Virid said, holding out a rolled up piece of paper. 

Astrid turned her head stubbornly. " I don't want to see anymore." 

She ground out grudgingly. 

" Take it." Virid commanded. 

Astrid unrolled it hesitantly, scared for once of what she might 
see . 

It was Hiccup. 

Younger Hiccup. 

He was twelve again, just after he left. It must have been after the 
Red Death, his metal leg was in place and he grinned awkwardly up at 
her. Jethro, Nevra, Percian, and Virid were at his sides, smiling 
with relief and triumph. Toothless was faithfully at Hiccup's left 
side, a reptilian crutch, tongue lolling out of his mouth goofily. 

" Ye keep that." Virid insisted when Astrid made to give it back, 
hands trembling. 

The two girls sat in an awkward silence. 

Astrid opened her mouth to speak when Virid blurted, " He loves ye, 
ye know . " 

Astrid fought back the blush creeping up her cheeks. " Huh?" 

Virid smirked. " I know he does. After he fought the Red Death, he 
lost his leg, and fell comatose. Durin' that time, he kept mutterin' 
in his sleep. Two names. ' Toothless'. And yours." 

Astrid turned her head sharply again to the side. " Did he?" 

Virid nodded. " Oh, aye, and he did this." 


Virid pulled yet another leather book from the box. 



Astrid took this one distractedly, still processing _love_. 

She opened it, and found herself staring back up at her. 

The same hard eyes, lips pressed into a determined frown, braid 
whipping behind her in an invisible breeze. 

The book was filled with Astrids, painstakingly drawn, charcoal 
smudges of fingerprints spotting the paper. 

" He gave this to you too?" Astrid asked in awe, flipping another 
page . 

Virid laughed loudly. " O' course not! He wouldn't even _show_ it to 
me, I had to nick it from his cabin." 

Astrid sighed, and in a dull voice said, " Stealing is wrong." 

Virid laughed again. " Ye seem to forget I'm _queen_ of the 
_pirates_. " 

" Why did you show me all this?" The sixteen year old of the pair 
couldn't help but wonder. 

Virid closed the box. " Firstly, it's a warnin'. Yer lot have been 
underestimatin' what Ron can do. I know best out of all the Order. 
He's almost as bad as me." 

" But you're not evil," Astrid said confusedly. 

Virid leant back on the heels of her hands. " No, I s'pose not," she 
mused conversationally, " Not anymore, at least." 

Astrid attempted to smile, " I guess people really do change." 

Virid lifted her shoulders in a small shrug, " Some do. And it's not 
just a warnin' about Ron. Ye know I'm loyal to the Order now. Loyal 
to Hiccup. And I know ye love him too." 

Virid' s eyes hardened again and she leant closer as her voice became 
deadly, "He's me big brother, blood or not, and I've already told ye 
how I deal with people who hurt me family. I'd watch yer step if I 
were ye. Get me?" 

Astrid didn't have time to answer as the door was opened. 

" 'Kiddy*, I'm back," said a chuckling voice, " You should've seen 
Stoick's face when I-" Hiccup stopped short as he saw Astrid. 

His hand flew to the back of his neck unconsciously and his eyebrows 
jumped upward. " A-Astrid! What are you doing here?" 

Virid intervened smoothly, " She was jus' lookin' for ye," 

" Really?" Hiccup laughed uneasily, tapping his metal foot in a 
nervous fashion. 

Astrid stood up confidently, " Sure was." 



Hiccup coughed and jerked his thumb quest ioningly behind him, "Well, 
then, let's, urn, 1-let's-" 

" Go? Love to." Astrid cut him off. She turned around, " I still 
don't like you." She said to Virid, grinning, knowing that the pirate 
would understand the accursed words: 'Thank you' 

The twelve year old winked, "Back at ye." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>" So what did you wanna talk about?" Hiccup asked, leaning 
nervously against a tree in the forest. <p> 

Hiccup loved her. He really, really loved her. 

How dare he beat her to it. How dare he. 

He up and left, left for _four years_, and he thinks its okay to just 
come back, with a bunch of weirdos, a pirate queen, and an enemy, and 
just be in love with her? 

No. She was Astrid Hofferson. 

Astrid Hofferson never got beaten. 

So what did she do? 

She punched him. 

" Ow ! Astrid, why-" he spluttered, characterist ically baffled. 

" That's for leaving me." She growled crossly. 

Then she grabbed him by the shirt and kissed him. 

His arms hung slack by his sides, while hers clenched with the force 
she held onto his tunic. 

He stumbled when she pulled abruptly, verdant eyes wide and 
dazed . 

Astrid kinda hated that she found it adorable. 

" And that's for coming back." She folded her arms smugly. " So, 
thanks . " 

Surprisingly, he smiled. 

It was a stupidly affectionate grin, his cheeks still lit up in a 
blush, as he daringly pulled her into a hug. 

She buried her face into his chest, the torso that was broader than 
it used to be, and his lithe arms held her close. 

He was taller than her. _Darn_. 

" My pleasure." He murmured lovingly into her blonde hair. 



><p>" We'll be there, soon," said a cold voice, opening the 
door . <p> 

Opal didn't look up. 

" Are you ready?" 

She kept looking down. 

" Answer me!" Ron commanded. 

No dice. 

He picked the little girl up by the collar of her tattered robes. 

" I will not be disrespected." He growled at her, " If you don't 
follow my orders-" 

Opal glared fiercely, " Kill me if you want. It won't matter. I'd 
rather be dead than help you anyway." 

Kon laughed. " How noble." He rolled his cold black eyes, dropping 
her with a dull _thunk_. 

" But I'm afraid I can't kill you just yet, no, not while you're 
still part of the plan." 

Opal crossed her unsettlingly skeletal arms. " I hate you," she spat 
with Jethro-like ferocity. 

" Join the club," Kon rolled his eyes again. 

" Already did, remember?" Opal smirked. 

Kon snarled, " Oh, yes, very clever." 

" I thought so." She snipped. Kon shook his head, regaining 
composure . 

He crossed his own arms, dragon-skin armor rippling, " You will do a 
I say." He said finally. 

" Or what?" Opal sneered. 

" Or else I'll kill your brother," he smirked. 

Opal quivered, but stood firm, " L-like you w-weren't going to 
anyway . " 

Kon sighed, " That's what I hate about you Order people, you're so 
stubborn. It's quite annoying." He sighed again. " Oh well. Guess 
we'll have to do it the hard way." 

He dragged her up by the too-long, unkempt hair. She squeaked 
indignantly, screeching in pain. 

Next thing she knew, she was in another room, one closer to the deck 
as she could see light through the porthole. 



He dropped her again, and her small, skinny fingers immediately ran 
through her strawberry-blonde hair soothingly. 

" I need you for leverage, " sneered Ron down at her, " I can bend 
them to my will as long your safety's hanging in the balance. That's 
your part in the plan." 

Opal breathed heavier in panic from her place on the floor, a weak 
glare furrowing her too-pasty ,too-young face. 

" All I have to do is present you to them, you in your truly 
_pitiful_ state-" 

Opal snarled. " That you starved me into!" 

"-and they'll do whatever I say. Gods know Hiccup could never 
sacrifice one of friends' lives." Ron continued, twisted and 
smug . 

Opal stood up, trembling all over, still breathless. " We'll still 
beat you. We will always beat you." She rasped, an ironic strength 
emanating from her. 


Ron laughed cruelly, " As I say, stubborn. 


" Steadfast and loyal ! " Opal corrected, 
jaunty note, " Unwaveringly protective! 
guards anymore, but we still follow the 
each other, our charges, our friends no 
stake ! " 


hoarse voice taking on a 
My brother and I aren't royal 
oath! We will always protect 
matter what ' s at 


Ron's lip curled into a confident smirk as he sauntered from the 
room . 


" That's what I'm counting on. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Okay so. *Riddy- Hiccup's cute nickname for Virid. I hope you 
like the kinda-f lashback . And you've also gotten your fluff. Plus, if 
you've noticed Jethro and Nevra are very close (*cough* they're 
together *cough*), and you'll see I said PRINCESS Nevra and Jethro 
and Opal were just revealed to be ROYAL GUARDS. And Ron's evil plan 
is steadily being revealed... You can guess what happens next . <p> 


9. In Which the Unthinkable Happens 

Warning: MAJOR PLOT-TWIST AT THE END OE THIS CHAPTER! Also, for all 
you lovelies, I give anyone who wants to, permission to draw fanart 
for this story! :) 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Opal screamed in frustration. There had to be a way out of 
here . <p> 

It was driving her crazy, being stuck in the tiny cabin, the boat 
rocking violently on the waves as it sailed toward Berk. 



The little girl slammed her tiny fist into the wall in aggravation. " 
Ow ! " She hissed, shaking her hand out. 

" Okay," she breathed, trying to calm down, " Okay, I'm a guard, I 
can do this, I've been trained t-to be r-rational and clever in 
situations like this..." 

_Easier said than done._ 

Okay... The door was locked. So that left the porthole. 

Opal ran over to it, smiling at the solution. She was certainly small 
enough to fit through it, and once she did that, all she had to do 
was scale the ship, easy with its rocky outer surface, find a dragon 
and go! One problem. 

She wasn't tall enough to reach it. 

The ships interior was smooth as silk, no way to scale _that_ with 
her bare hands . 

There had to be something she could use to get up there... No rope, 
no ladder, no stool! All that was there 've cabin was an old 
sword . 

For a moment she entertained the idea of waiting for Ron to come in 
here and using the help of her old buddy surprise to attack. But she 
quickly threw it away. 

Though the youngster hated to admit it, she couldn't ever overpower 
Ron. Especially since she's so weak right now; being in a dark prison 
with no food takes a toll on a little girl. 

Besides. The sword's too old and blunt to do any real harm. 

Darn . 

Suddenly, she had an epiphany and ran over to the old weapon 
anyway . 

She hefted it in both arms and carried it back to the porthole. With 
a great effort, she lifted it as far as she could reach and shoved in 
into the wall there. 

She's satisfied at the sound it makes, at the damage she was doing to 
his ship. Little victories. 

Once it was stuck in, she grabbed onto it with both hands and pulled 
herself up, walking her feet up the wall. She climbed up, bracing one 
hand on the wall and holding onto the sword tightly with the other, 
she put a foot on the sword. Slowly, she brought the other foot and 
hand up until she was crouching on the weapon. 

She put both her hands back on the wall and cautiously stood up 
straight, sucking in a breath as she felt the hilt wobble beneath 
her . 

If she stood on her tiptoes she can just reach the porthole... 

" Yeah!" She whisper-yelled in triumph, unlatching the small. 



circular window. She grabbed onto it, pulled herself up and shimmied 
through, leaving just her feet to be hooked on the porthole. 


Opal grabbed onto the uneven planks of wood and rock that made up 
Ron's ship, and climbed up. 

She reached the outer railing of the deck and grabbed onto the bars 
pulling herself over. It's deserted, except for the one who was 
steering the boat, but he was too busy to notice her. 

Opal sprinted into the captain's quarters noiselessly, and thanked 
the gods that Ron's not in there. 

In the corner was that silver Monstrous Nightmare. It was Ron's, she 
knew, but he didn't treat dragons with the same respect and love as 
the Order did. He kept it locked up, and hurt it when it didn't do 
what he wanted. 

_Well not anymore. _ " Hey there, big guy," she whispered, tentative, 
should it act violently like its master. 

The Nightmare lifted his head and growled mistrustfully at her, eyes 
frightened and guarded. She walked over to the battered dragon, and 
reached out her hand, slowly and steadily, like Hiccup taught all the 
Order members to. 

The dragon snorted warningly, but allowed her to move closer. Opal 
placed her small hand on its snout, closed her eyes and gave it her 
trust . 

In return, the Nightmare warbled softly and leaned into her touch, 
nuzzling her fingers softly. 

" It's okay," she said firmly, " It's okay, I'm gonna get you out 
outta here." 

She ran over to Ron's chest in the corner, it's open, but she wasn't 
looking for any gold or rubies, she was looking for a key. 

She rooted through it for a few moments, before she got impatient and 
plunged her hand into the chest and felt around the bottom. 

She enclosed her hand around something small and metal. 

Opal pulled her hand up, a little bronze key between her fingers. She 
unlocked the Nightmare from his chain and led him out onto the 
deck . 

" What ' re ya doin'?!" Someone shouted behind her. 

Alvin. " Master Ron!" Alvin shouted, " The brat's escapin'!" 

Opal swung her leg over the dragon, " Go!" She urged it. 

It didn't hesitate, and then they were off. 

She looked back to see Ron standing there, angry and shaking his fist 
at her. 

Opal laughed, " Bye, bye!" She stuck her tongue out at him and told 



her new dragon to go faster. 

She would be at Berk in no time at all, and she would be reunited 
with her friends and her brother, and she'll be able to tell them all 
about Ron's evil plan. 

She smiled, " I'm gonna call you Escape," she said to the 
Nightmare . 

It roared in happy agreement . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>" Should I go after 'er, sir?" Alvin asked Ron eagerly. <p> 

The pirate shook his head, " No, " 

" But sir-" 

Ron held up a hand to silence him, " This merely a little _hiccup_ in 
my plan. But it may work to my advantage." 

" How, sir?" 

Ron smiled evilly, " We shall arrive at Berk in a few hours time. 

Opal will already be there by then. No doubt she'll tell those Order 
members my plan. This only requires a quick change. 

" One or two men will fly ahead of us, making sure that the little 
bilge rat doesn't see them, and sneak onto the island. We must take 
another hostage." 

" Who sir?" Alvin asked, excited at the prospect of kidnap. 

" Hiccup's best friend, of course." 

" What ' d ya mean, the dragon?" Alvin's eyes widened 
considerably . 

That was a Night Fury after all. 

" Wouldn't just be easier te just snatch the boy, boss? He's not that 
much o' a challenge, is he?!" Another Outcast piped up. 

Ron laughed in a way that said he wasn't amused at all, " Do not 
underestimate our enemy." 

" But why go through all the trouble if he's right there- _**eer**_!" 
The man jumped out of his skin as a knife sailed past him and missed 
his head by inches. 

Ron's hand was still up from the throw, as he snarled at the Outcast. 
"Because, you _imbecile_! Rilling the boy is not enough! He has 
crossed me too many times! He will pay! Death would be letting him 
off _easy_! I must first get at his mind, heart, soul, until he is 
nothing but a shell! I will destroy him, bit by bit, everything he 
loves will be taken away, until he knows nothing, _nothing_ but pain 
and misery ! " 


The outburst rang through the silence like a bell. The Outcasts are 



starting to realized how crazy this pirate is. 
But they like crazy. 

They grin nastily, " Yes, Master Ron." 
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><p>Vikings stopped, pausing in their preparation for the upcoming 
battle with Ron, to gawk at the six year old girl that swooped and 
landed on a silver Nightmare . <p> 

She hopped off her dragon and bounded, skinny arms pumping back and 
forth, up to the Order's ship, and cried, " Jethro! Brother, it's me! 
Jethro ! " 

A bespectacled redhead ran onto the deck to stare, mesmerized, at the 
young girl, " Opal!" Percian shrieked happily. 

" Percian!" She called back, crashing into him headfirst, and 
throwing her arms around him. " Percian, I've missed you, you 
four-eyed goof!" 

The teen laughed, " You never miss a beat, " he hugged his little 
friend, " I've missed you too. GUYS," he shouted, " GUYS! I TOLD YOU 
I HEARD HER ! " 

Nevra and Virid came out, eyes shocked and faces unable to stop 
smiling at the sight, " Opal!" Nevra cried, " Ye wee rascal!" Virid 
yelled . 

They ran over and enveloped the tiny girl in a tight hug. " Nev! 
Virid! " 

" What's all the commotion?" A stony voice asked. 

Jethro froze. 

His eyes began to glaze over. " _Opal_?" His voice was shaking as he 
hastily rubbed his eyes and blinked, as though he couldn't believe 
what he was seeing. 

" Jethro!" the child gasped, standing up around the hugging arms to 
run over to her brother. She stood up completely straight, hands 
clenched by her sides. 

She stared forward without seeing, a composed look upon her thin 
face. "Opal Sitheer, Deputy-Head Guard, present and bearing urgent 
news regarding the approaching enemy's tacts," Opal belted out in an 
over-enunciated voice. 

Jethro's face stiffened, though his eyes were alight with joy and 
amusement, " I see, " he said in the same loud, staccato tone, " What 
is this urgent information, deputy?" 

Opal stood a bit straighten, " Sir, the pirate, Ron, will dock at 
Berk by nightfall. He has a vile tactic, to destroy our leader and 
friend. Hiccup. Ron had been attempting to use me as ult ima-ma-uh . . . 
_dealbreaker_! However, my escape has no doubt caused a fault in his 
plans . " 



" Understood. One last question," Jethro said swiftly. 

" Sir?" 

" Is my deputy alright?" 

Opal smiled a bit, " Yes, sir." 

Jethro knelt down next to his sister and scooped her up, squeezed her 
to his broad chest and murmured how much he'd missed her and that he 
loved her so much and never to leave his side again. 

" I'm sorry, big brother," Opal wheezed tearfully, tiny form crushed 
in his arms. 

" It's okay," Jethro whispered, " It's okay, you ' re-y-you ' rea€" " 

" Present and reporting for duty." Opal murmured softly. 
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><p>Hiccup honestly couldn't be happier. <p> 

There was this girl, this wonderful, amazing, beautiful girl, sitting 
beside him. 

She didn't speak, she just stared at him, stormy blue eyes fixed upon 
his, seemingly unable to draw them away. 

" So, what's the deal with Ron?" She finally spoke, words 
measured . 

Hiccup started at the abruptness of the query, " What do you 
mean? " 

" I hate it when you play dumb, you're terrible at it." Astrid 
grumbled gruffly, " Why's he so bent ona€"" 

" Defeating me?" Hiccup finished. 

" Yeah." 

Hiccup thought for a moment, " Wella€"" 

The snapping branches and twigs under loud footfalls was heard. 

" Hie! Hiccup!" Virid yelled, sprinting towards them, waving a 
hand . 

Hiccup stood up instantly, " Virid? What's the matter?" Concern shone 
in emerald orbs . 

_He must really care about her,_ Astrid thought. 

Virid' s face split into a wide grin, " Ye'll never guess! Oh, ye 
won't believe it!" 

" What?" Astrid asked this time, standing up and peering around 
Hiccup's shoulder. 



" Opal! Opal's here! She's back!" Virid shouted, jumping a few feet 
into the air. On her shoulder, her Smokebreath puffed in joy, and by 
her side, her Changewing gave a excited snort. " Even Golddigger and 
Flage are o'er the moon!" 

Hiccup's entire face lit up, " Opal's back? Really? Oh my gods, how 
is she?" 

" Opal?" Astrid questioned. _Not another girl_. 

" Jethro's little sister," Virid explained. " And she looks a 
fright," She told Hiccup fiercely, " She's white as sheet and skinny 
as a bone! That lily-livered troll had been starvin' 'er!" 

" We've gotta go see her," Hiccup announced, turning to Astrid, " 
She'll wanna meet-" 

" Yer new _girly-f riend_? " Virid broke in, smirking and crossing her 
arms . 

" Shut up," Hiccup hissed, cheeks aglow. 

Virid and Astrid laughed together. 
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><p>Their footsteps were admittedly more quiet than the Outcasts' 
would've been.<p> 

" Oh, " the insane Chief whispered behind his companion, knifes in 
both their hands, " I hope boss lets _me_ kill the little 
fishbone ! " 

" Shh, " the girl in front of him reprimanded, " We're not here for 
that, and you know it. If we mess this up, Ron 'll have both our 
hides ! " 

They continued through the ship, until they heard reptilian 
snoring . 

" Here!" They pushed the door open, peeking in slowly. 

" There he is, the Night Furya€" ! " 

" Lookin' for somethin'?" A cool voice inquired. 

The two intruders whipped around. 

" Well, if it isn't little Virid!" Dagur sneered, crossing his 
arms . 

" I'm _not_ little," Virid snarled, " And what exactly do ye think 
her doin' here?" 

" You see. Slippery," the girl beside him said, " We've been sent 
here on a mission, to capture a certain Night Furya€"" 

" Oh, cork it. Heather, " Virid snapped, rolling her eyes, hands on 
hips, " Ye won't be able te do it." 



" And who's gonna stop us?" Dagur asked harshly, impulsively throwing 
his knife at the young girl. 

Virid didn't bat an eyelash, merely catching the blade and twirling 
it between nimble fingers. " That the best ye've got. 

Deranged? " 

Heather sighed, smacking Dagur in the arm, " Stupid! You just 
_disarmed_ yourself!" 

Virid sniggered at the pair of them, " Ye scurvy dogs haven't got a 
clue, have ye? Ye wake Hiccup and Toothless up, they'll rip ye te 
pieces before ye can say 'land ho'. Besides, capturin' Toothless will 
do nothin' but make Hiccup fight _harder_. " 

Virid smirked, " But there's have somethin' much more valuable, and 
much more useful te Ron." 

Heather and Dagur exchanged doubtful looks, " What would that be?" 

" _Me_, o' course." Virid grinned. 

Dagur and Heather smiled evilly the change in plans. 

Oh, this was gonna be good. 


10. A Pirate Am I 

Leather boots tapped the floor in a trying rhythm as they circled 
her . 

>Emotionless eyes appraised her.<p> 

_Tap tap tap,_ round and round like a vulture circling its 
prey . 

_Tap, tap, tap. Tap, tap, tap._ 

The pirate groaned, very annoyed, and she rested her hands on her 
hips, rolling her golden eyes, before snapping, "Will ya quit that? 
Yer makin' me dizzy!" 

The boots stopped, and their owner, scowling though he was, laughed, 
"You always were a little spitfire. I see that hasn't 
changed . " 

"'Course not." Virid snorted, folding her arms, "Not much has." 

"Not much?" Ron's laugh was derisive now, "I'd say quite a lot 
haschanged since we last saw each other, my dear girl." 

"_Don't_ call me that, I always hated it," she barked, turning her 
head sharply to the side. "Yer wrong. Next te nothin' has 
changed . " 

Ron raised his eyebrows quest ioningly, "Enlighten me, I beg of 
you . " 


Virid crossed her arms. She appeared to consider the man before for a 



moment. "I'm still Virid the Slippery, Ron. I'm still the girl you 
raised to be by your side." 

"Pardon me," Ron interrupted, gaze cold, drawl terse, "But I don't 
care for such lies. You betrayed me, turned on me, threw me 
overboard. Quite literally." 

"I'd just found out ye killed me parents! What did ye expect?" She 
growled, to which he waved his hands dismissively . 

"If you were a real piratea€"" 

"I am a real pirate, Ron, do **_not_** even go there." 

"Hmph. And, now, back to our last meeting." He curled his lip. "I am 
certain you remember it well. I believe it was the one in which you 
attacked my ship, took my prisoners, and then, ha, proceeded to join 
forces with them, become an Order member, no less than right-hand 
woman to its leader, and wage war against me, yes?" 

The black-haired pirate unfolded her arms. Wow. She really didn't 
expect him to be _this_ thick. "Don't tell me you've fallen for me 
little charade too, Ron?" She said after a moment. 

He raised his eyebrows again, beckoning her to continue. 

Virid laughed, a malicious glint in her amber eyes, "Am I that good 
an actress? I am no Order member, Ron. Anyone who really knew me, 
woulda known I'd have nothin' te do with them lily-livered 
peacemakers. I am Queen o' the Pirates, the lass o' lies, Virid the 
Slippery . " 

"D'you expect me to believe that?" The man snorted, "What do you take 
me for, a fool?" 

"By the contrary, yer only a fool if ye believe fer a second that 
I've changed at all." 

Ron frowned. "Explain yourself, now. Enough games. This is an 
order . " 

Golden eyes hardened, and a small hand pushed up the sleeve of her 
white shirt, revealing a tattoo on her upper right bicep. "Ye 
remember this?" She asked softly, voice a cat's hiss. 

It was a rose, red and gorgeous in full bloom. However, it had a 
dagger driven directly through it. 

"I got this after I helped ye raid a ship. I killed dozens o' men 
over thrice me age then." She brushed a few fingers over it," The 
dagger through the rose repr'sents ruthlessness. The willingness, the 
stomach, te kill even somethin' as pure and delicate as a rose." She 
looked up at him, smirking, "This should be explanation enough. It's 
right here, for all te see, me heartlessness, me power. No Order 
member could live with this mark. _A_ _pirate am I_. " 

Ron held up his own wrist, where the very same tattoo was marked, and 
curiously, "So, Hiccupa€"" 


"Is a foolhardy boy who's too forgivin' for his own good. He gets his 



thick head into business he shouldn't. He's a trustin', glorified 
pest, and I can help ye get rid o' him." 

"So, the four years with him, were you getting information?" 

"Keep yer allies close, and yer enemies closer. Ye taught me that," 
Virid shrugged, "I realized sometime after I 'betrayed' ye, that it 
was the stupidest thing I'd ever done. Blargh, don't make me say that 
ever again. I got somethin' on him, too." she added, running a hand 
through her hair. 

"Really, now?" Kon asked, smirk sliding into his face, looking rather 
pleased at hearing this. 

"I'm not sayin' I forgive ye for what ye did. I never will. But I 
can... Overlook it. Ye are me captain. Not Hiccup. Not anyone else. 

Ye raised me, ye made me who I am." Virid said solidly, folding her 
arms once more. 

"I see. Now this... information?" 

"There's a girl, Kon. A pretty, terrifying girl, who Hiccup is 
hopelessly in love with." 

The silence was agonizing, and for a moment Virid thought that she 
was going to be tossed in the brig and left never to see the light of 
day again. 

>Until Kon spoke. Well, yelled. <p> 

"Heather ! " 

The young woman bustled into the room, "Master?" She asked, dipping 
her head. 

"Take my first mate and get her some new clothes. Something to show 
off that tattoo of hers." 

Heather looked positively aghast, whipping her head up, before 
collecting herself, "Yes, Master Kon, " 

"Then take her to our finest cabin. It's hers now. You will address 
her as Mistress Virida€"" 

"If I may. Captain?" The girl but in, tilted her curly black head 
innocently, though the devilish glint was still in her eyes. "But 
it's Queen Virid." 

"My, my, audacious little friend, you do aim high. Very well. Queen, 
then . " 

Heather bowed, "Yes, Master. Please follow me Queen Virid." 

Virid smirked, making to do just that when Kon called her 
back . 

"Aye, Captain?" 


"I do hope you remember who's side you're on." Kon said 
comfortably . 



The threat behind his words was clear. 


"Aye, aye, sir." The girl saluted, before slinking out. 

Virid grinned at how Heather couldn't even meet her eyes, and 
absentmindedly ran a finger along the scar on her cheek. 

Later that night, in her new quarters, she sat in front of the 
polished oak vanity, stolen she knew, wearing a silk nightdress that 
was too fancy for her taste. Also stolen, obviously. 

Ron needn't 've worried. 

That little red slash was a permanent reminder of who's side she was 
on . 

She sung a tune under her breath as she undid her handkerchief, "This 
game is dangerous... Can't trust a single one o' us... Dirty liars, 
filthy tricksters... Oh, yo ho, a pirate am I." 


1 1 . Cry 

I UPDATED THIS IN JANUARY?! ARE YOU SURE?! Trippy... Here. I am 
sorry. Please forgive my suckiness. Also, I'd like to that 'Guest' 
for this little gem: 

YOU STUPID LITTLE PROCRATSANATIONIST YOU. 

That is not even a word, yet it is very motivational. 
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><pxem>Tap, tap, tap. <em> 

Astrid rolls over in her bed, cuddling deeper into the snuggle warmth 
of her blanket. 

She was having such a nice dream. 

It was blurry and warped, like all dreams are, but she knew what it 
was about, in the way that you remember what dreams are 
about . 

Hiccup was there. And it was sunny, and the two of them were holding 
hands, and the dragon-rider was saying something that made her 
laugh . 

_Such a nice dream_, she thought, curling up tighter. 

_Tap, tap, tap. _ 

**What was that? **A groggy voice asks in her unconscious. 

Doesn't matter. Sleep. Dream. Hiccup... 

_Tap, tap, tap. Tap. Tap. 

Tap_. 


Astrid . 



**Astrid** . 


**_Astrid!_** 

"WHAT?!" She shouts at the air, sitting up bolt right in bed, 
accidentally hurling her pillow at the wall and knocking her old 
training axe that was mounted on said wall off with a thud. 

She didn't register it right away, her brain was still asleep, and 
looked around blearily whena€" 

_Tap, tap, tap. _ 

Astrid whipped around, half jumping, half falling out of her bed and 
staggering toward the window. 

A face blinked back at her, eyes less tired, but rimmed with red. And 
a nose with crooked spectacles perched on them. 

It took a moment for her to recognize it. 

Percian . 

Astrid rubs a hand down her face and opened the window. 

"What are you doing here?" She whispers harshly in the younger teen's 
face, not exactly a middle of the night person, "Why are you making 
such a racket?!" 

Percian crosses his arms, "Technically , you made the racket." 

"Well, what do you expect when you try to poke a hole through my 
window?!" His cheekiness isn't really helping Astrid' s mood right 
now . 

He doesn't answer, but swallows thickly, eyes averted. 

"Sorry . " 

Astrid stops in her tracks, eyes immediately scrutinizing his 
expression at the change in demeanor. 

While Percian didn't exactly make as much of an impression as the 
other Order members, from what Astrid could gather he was goofy. He 
was somewhat oblivious to what others thought about him and liked it 
that way. He liked to have fun. He was easily flustered as well. 

But he didn't seem flustered just now. 

Astrid takes a moment to note the puffy grey eyes and the slumped 
shoulders, blue irises roving over what appear to be tears on his 
glasses . 

His red hair looks as though it's been tugged on repeatedly, and he's 
just... Disheveled. 

And sad. That's a word Astrid hates. Sadness is a weak emotion, she 
was told, especially if it got to you. And it appeared to have gotten 
to Percian. 



But for some reason, she couldn't bring herself to think of him as 
weak . 

She supposes she'll have to try and be _kind_. 

Astrid was not heartless by any means, but being a Viking her 
perception of emotions and tact with people is a little 
warped . 

"D'youa€"" she clears her throat awkwardly, brushing her bangs from 
her face, "D'you want to come in?" 

"W-well, it wasn't my intention to sit outside your window all 
night, " Percian mumbles jokingly, trying lighten things as he steps 
through the window. 

Astrid isn't sure what to do, only watches as the fifteen year old 
stands there uncomfortably, fiddling with a lose thread on his 
tunic . 

She realizes for the first time that he's not wearing his cape, and 
how much smaller it makes him look. 

"Percian?" She says softly, and he looks up quickly and adjusts his 
glasses, his mouth forming an apologetic smile that doesn't reach his 
eyes . 

"Sorry," he says again, taking a deep breath, "I came here to talk to 
you . " 

"Me?" Astrid is taken aback. Then is suspicious. Order members almost 
never want to talk to her, and if they do it's about something 
important . 

Lif e-threateningly important. 

"Yeah," Percian breathes out and his chin quivers suddenly, "I-it's 
V i r i d . " 

Astrid' s heart stops for a moment. Possible scenarios run through her 
head. She can't speak. She only gestures for Percian to sit bedside 
her on the bed. 

"S-she's gone," he says after a moment. 

"Gone?" Astrid repeats incredulously, little white threads of anger 
lacing her tone, "What do you mean _gone?_" 

Percian sighs heavily, burying his face in his hands, voice coming 
out muffled and anguished, "Ron took her. You can see his ship a 
couple miles away. He must've taken h-her, it's the only explanation. 
We can't find her anywhere and there are footprints leading away 
anda€"anda€" ! " 

"Percian!" Astrid nearly shouts, snapping the boy out of his reverie, 
and he looks up at her with smudged spectacles and eyes like 
shattered glass. 


Astrid realizes something. 



She remembers how Jethro looks at Nevra. And how Hiccup looks at her, 
Astrid. She wonders if she looks at Hiccup that way. 

Yeah. She probably does. 

Percian likes Virid. 

Astrid stores away this information for later, and focuses on the 
problem at hand. 

But the words don't seem to fit in her head. 

_Kon captured Virid. _ 

She tries saying it aloud. "Ron captured Virid." 

It doesn't fit right there either. 

Her tongue looses it's moisture, mouth becoming a desert full of 
sandstorms . 

It makes her insides feel like a whirlpool, and her breathing becomes 
uneven . 

Yes, she knew that Ron was as vile and wicked as any living thing 
could be. Yes, she knew that Virid was a twelve year old. 

But that little pirate was possibly tougher than any other viking 
Astrid knew. 

"Percian," she turns to him, "Are you absolutely sure?" 

He runs a hand through his spiky locks miserably, shoulders drooping, 
"Of course. Everyone's looked everywhere. She's nowhere to be found. 
A-and it's not as though Virid w-would just abandon us. She knew best 
of all of us that Ron was coming and what would happen. She wouldn't 
just leave." His eyes bore into hers so intensely and so morosely 
that Astrid can't help but feel her heartstrings tugged. 

She lays a hand on the younger boy's shoulder. "I know." She tells 
him earnestly. Because she does. 

Virid' s voice echoes in her mind. _Hiccup's me big brother, blood or 
not, and I've already told ye how I deal with people who hurt me 
family. I'd watch yer step if I were ye. Get me?_ 

She wouldn't just leave. 

Golden eyes blink at her, in her mind's eye, eyes wise beyond their 
years. Amber orbs with specks of warm brown and fiery orange, irises 
that are reckless and guarded all at once. Eyes that are just the 
slightest bit off, showcasing the soul that's just barely stopped 
teetering on the edge of good and bad. 

Eyes that don't trust and shouldn't be trusted. 

But eyes that Astrid has come to put her faith in anyway. 


Virid wouldn't. 



"We'll get her back." Astrid mutters determinedly. She turns to 
Percian, "I promise." 

His mouth lifts at corners, "Thank you." 

The quiet that sets over them isn't entirely uncomfortable, just the 
two of them sitting there lost in their own thoughts. 

A sudden one seems to slap Astrid across the face. "H-how's Hiccup 
taking... all this?" She gestures haphazardly, flinching slightly at 
the hand motion she'd picked up from Hiccup himself. 

Percian sighs loudly, lips pulling downwards again, "He's a mess. He 
won't talk to anyone, he's just thrown himself into battle 
strategies. He won't even come out of his cabin." 
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><p>Astrid comes to a stop at the door that reads 'Hiccup'. She folds 
her arms and takes a breath. <p> 

She straightens her armor, brushes the bangs from her face and pushes 
the door open determinedly. 

She can do this. 

She's Astrid Hofferson. She can do this. 

Hiccup sits with his back to her head bowed over a desk, charcoal 
pencil scratching away at a parchment Astrid can't see. 

"Guys, I told you a million times, " he drawls without looking up, 
voice sounding scratchy, "I'm completely fine." 

"That's one of the biggest lies I've ever heard," Astrid replies 
flatly, enjoying the way he jumps. 

"A-Astrid!" He whips around in his chair and it's physically painful 
to see his face. 

His eyes are red and there are dark circles underneath them, his 
hair's so messy that even his eyebrows are having a bad day, and 
Astrid wonders if he knows his shirt is on backwards. 

His head hangs slightly as though he's only realized his current 
state. He stands up almost reflexively and his hand twitches like he 
wants to grab the back of his neck but he doesn't. 

"I uh, wasn't expectinga€" I mean I didn't, urn..." He swallows 
loudly. "What are you doing here?" 

Astrid rolls her eyes because the answer is obvious, but decides to 
play along. "Can't a girl visit her boyfriend?" 

Hiccup coughs and Astrid silently revels in the bright flush of his 
cheeks at the terminology. 

"Yeah, of course, but I just, I meana€"" 


The blonde shieldmaiden sighs and walks forward, because she's 



impatient and doesn't want to beat around the bush. 

"Hiccup. Look at me," she snaps more harshly than she meant to, but 
darn it all, he's being so impossible. 

His eyes are so green and so shiny. Yet they look so empty. Barren 
like a starving stomach, achingly dull, like someone reached inside 
of him and plucked his soul out. 

Astrid has no clue what came over her, but suddenly she throws her 
arms around his shoulders and she wishes she had something blunt and 
unkind to say to jarr him out of this but she doesn't. 

But it's okay, because he squeezes back. 

She feels something drip onto her shoulder, and feels a sob rack his 
being, and she pulls back jerkily, leaving Hiccup looking confused 
and slightly hurt. 

"Are youa€"" she begins disbelievingly , though the evidence is right 
in front of her face, "Are you crying?" 

Hiccup's face burns with shame and embarrassment. He wipes them away 
like he's angry at himself, "i-" 

"No, " Astrid stops his explanation, bringing his hands back and 
watching with some kind of morbid fascination as the tears track down 
his cheeks. "It's just..." 

She closes her mouth to think. 

Astrid has never seen Hiccup cry. 

Not even when they were children, and Snotlout shoved Hiccup into the 
lake. Not even when he burned his hand in the forge and had to wear 
bandages for a month. Not even when Hiccup's mother died. 

And Astrid tells Hiccup these things, a revelation breaking through 
as he gives her a wry smile. 

There's a reason. 

Hiccup doesn't let people see him cry. 

_No wonder_, Astrid mentally berates herself. All anyone ever did was 
tell him that he wasn't good enough, that he was useless, a freak and 
a nuisance. Why would he give us another reason to shun him. 

So Astrid leans back into the hug, squeezing twice as hard. "Go 
ahead. Cry. You need it." 

And he does. 

And Astrid swears that she's going to make the person who made him 
cry like this pay. 


End 
f lie . 



